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THE DUNGEON
by John E. Paul.its
Old Wizard Trondolf, bent with age, shuffled down
the multitude of steps to the dungeon. There, Queen
Melody, whose beauty was the talk of all the land,
awaited. The wizard paused numerous times to get
his breath for the trip was a long, exhausting one.
When he reached the queen's cell, he motioned for
the 'guard to unlock the door and let him go inside.
Seeing the wizard, the young queen rose from her
pallet and immediately asked, "What is it to be,
Trondolf?"
In his decrepit and wheexing voice Trondolf
answered, "The king has proof of your infidelity.
He has decreed the worse torture imaginable for
you."
"No, no, " the girl queen shreiked. The-agony
of the rack, the stretching and exploding of the joints
until she would swear to anything. "Is it the rack?"
"No, not the rack. "
"Is it the barrel? Please, not the barrel. " The
bloody death of being imprisoned in a barrel spiked
with nails and loose, broken glass and rolled down the
highest hill in the kingdom.
"No, my queen. Not the barrel. "
"What then? What?"
"The king has devised an even more horrid end
for you. " So saying, Wizard Trondolf took a strange
glowing powder from within the folds of his dull gray
gown and threw it upon the queen.
"It will not be long now, "he said.
The queen tried in vain to brush the powder from
her. "What is the punishment? I have a right to know.
What punishment can exceed the past cruelties of this
king? "Then the queen gazed at her hand. She screamed.
The skin had whitened and withered.
"Look at yourself, "said Trondolt And with the wave
of one hand, a mirror appeared against the near wall.
The queen gazed and sank to her knees. "My hair, "
she moaned. "It's white. My face. What has happened to me?" She nearly choked as a tooth fell from
her mouth. It was followed by another, then many
more. Pain grew in her fingers, arms and legs.
Small tufts of white hair dropped to the floor. Her
vision weakened, her hearing failed.
"What is happening to me?" cried the ancient
crone the queen had become.
"The King has chosen to unleash upon you the
·most torturous indignity of all. It has been heaped
upon you in an instant. " Trondolf turned to leave
the cell.
"No, " the queen croaked as Trondolf turned to
go. "No. Don't leave me. I can't live like this. Not
like this."
"You can, " said the Wizard. "You will,"
"No, no, no, " cried the aged Queen, but Trondolf
ignored her as the cell door shut. He contemplated

the long, weary journey up the winding staircase and
moaned imprecation upon the years that had turned
this slight exertion into an arduous task.
Inside the cell, the queen called Trondolf's name
over and over. She haplessly scraped her withered
hands about the floor of the cell collecting the now
useless teeth that had fallen from her. Her eye
caught the mirror Trondolf's magic had left behind.
A smoky cloud crossed the glass and hid her ancient
image. Whenthe cloud cleared, the mirror showed
her young self again.
But Queen Melody rejoiced only for a moment.
She again looked at her hands: blue-veined, wrinkled,
old. But the mirror showed her young. Why?
More of her Ki.ng's torture? Then she heard laughter.
Her youthful image broke apart, and the King's
laughing image stared out at her from the 'glass,
triumph in his eye.
The mirror became blank agai.n. Then in
succession, the two images returned: first, her
present aged self, then the glorious Queen she had
been moments before. The Queen crept to the mirror
and extended her hand. But the smooth surface of the
glass repulsed her. The reflection was again that of
a grotesque withered hag.
The Queen's head slumped onto her chest as she
realized that Time, the most indomitable enemy of
all, had established its eternal dominance over her.
And that although old, she would be denied the one
benefit of age--forgetfulness.
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THE MAGIC MIRROR

by Barbara Proenza
Mary Alice was a pretty little girl. She knew
that, too. She knew that because her parents told
her so everyday. FrCIJlthe moment she was born,
she had been praised for her beauty.
Mary Alice would spend hours everyday primping
before her vanity mirror, arranging her long blonde
curls in various styles and saying, "Oh, how
pre~ty I am ! "
One day, the carnival came to town. Mary Alice
demanded that her parents take her. Of course,
they did. Mary Alice's sister, Jane, went along,
too.
NowJane was not as pretty as Mary Alice (at
least Mary Alice told her so), but Jane was far
smarter.
As usual, Mary Alice's parents bought her stuffed
bears, balloons, and cotton candy. Near the end of
the day and near the end of the carnival midway,
was a booth. There was a gypsy woman in the booth.
She wore a lot of beads. A red-dotted scarf was
wrapped around her long black hair and through
her ears were big loop earings.
"Come, my children, " the gypsy woman said.
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